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	Delivery for the Reds

**Disclaimer: All characters belong to Roosterteeth**

It was a quiet day in Blood Gulch. Or at least, as quiet as it can be with Caboose around.

"Church, I'm bored. Church, I'm bored. Church, I'm still bored."

"Dude, go stab yourself in the eye with a rusty fork."

"I did that last time you told me to. It didn't make me less bored."

Church raised his rifle, and looked at Caboose through the sights. He pulled the trigger...and missed by five feet. "For the love of god, who is fucking with the sights on this thing!"

"Yo Church, look over by the Red Base!" Tucker called out from down below.

"Not now Tucker, I'm a little busy! Douche."

"No, the Reds got a new delivery, but I can't tell what it is! It's bright blue, can't miss it."

Church sighed, and knew that he wouldn't hear the end of it from either one of his comrades--and he used that word lightly. He raised the sniper rifle again and zoomed it. "Right, right...looks like a porta-potty."

"You serious!"

"Why would I lie about something like that?"

Caboose appeared to be--gasp--thinking. "Ooh, I've got an idea!"

"For the last time, I am not going to set you up on a date with Tex!" Church pulled out a pistol and pointed it at Caboose, who held up his arms defensively.

"No, no, I've already got a broken rib! I was just going to say, that maybe we could go over there, wait for somebody to go inside, then tilt it over!"

There was silence for a moment as a reaction. Then Church said: "Caboose, that may have been the smartest thing you've ever suggested."

"Fuck yeah, let's do it!" Tucker loudly agreed.

---

Simmons came storming out of the Red Base, swearing under his breath. "At least I can take a shit without Griff complaining about something." He opened the door of the porta-potty, stepped inside, and slammed the door shut.

As soon as it locked, the Blues came out of their hiding spot, Tucker and Caboose snickering quietly while Church was holding the camera. "Hurry it up, you morons!" Church hissed.

Caboose and Tucker took a few steps back, and ran full speed into the side of the porta-potty, sending it toppling over with a yell of "SON OF A BITCH!" from Simmons.

"Run, run, run!" Tucker exclaimed, as the Blue Army went as fast as they could from the scene of the crime.

"THE FUCK! GRIFF, DID YOU DO THAT! I'M GOING TO KILL YOU!!!"

On top of the Red Base, Griff was rolling on the floor laughing. "Oh, I wish I'd done that!"

* * *

><em>AN: I was bored, was watching videos on YouTube, like I had anything better to do with my life._


End file.
